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One 
1991 


She made me so angry. | couldn't control myself. A lot of things made me angry. The anger just overtook me. 
I'd smashed more glass things and mirrors and things than anyone. | didn't have anything because | broke it all 


At least now | could afford to replace it. 


"Axl, stop, please!" Her pleading voice, and | heard the fear that trembled in it, and | saw the look on her face, 
and part of me wanted to stop and wished | could stop. That part wasn't stronger than my anger. Nothing was. 


"Fucking bitch," | spat the words, and | saw the hurt look in her eyes. This was Erin, the girl | wrote "Sweet 
Child O' Mine" for, but | couldn't live up to that song. | hit her, over and over and over, and it became a blur, 
her pleading with me to stop and then her sobs and then her silence. For a black moment | thought | might 
have killed her. | loved her, | still loved her. | didn't want her to feel an ounce of pain. | knew that all of the pain 


in her life came from me. 


"Erin?" | said, leaning over her. She was curled up away from me, and | saw the old bruises and the blood. | felt 


that sinking feeling about myself. How could | do that? There were so many excuses. I'd seen my mother 


beaten by my dad, I'd been beaten. | grew up with that violence, it was how | dealt with things. It was 
hardwired in me to deal with things like that. | was hurt as a child and now | hurt everyone around me. Erin 


wasn't the first girl | hit. 


She was breathing, | saw the rise and fall of her chest. | heard the ragged breaths. Her eyes were closed, she 
might not have been conscious. She wasn't dead, though, and | knew from all the beatings I'd suffered that the 
human body could take a lot. Thank God, and | thought the horrible, selfish, famous person thing to think. If I'd 
killed her that would be all the publicity I'd fucking need, "Axl Rose is a murderer,” Jesus. What would happen 


to record sales then? 


| left, | took off. Driving calmed me down. The anger was starting to go away. Now | felt shaky and sorry. How 
could | do that? How could | hurt her like that? | remembered seeing that shit when | was a kid, and my 
mother would plead the same way. At the stoplight | punched my leg, hard. | remembered how | felt with 
someone bigger and stronger than me being so angry and hurting me and there was no way to stop it. That's 


how | made Erin feel. 


Driving along, the anger turned to this sadness and desolation. The violence | remembered from childhood was 
from my step-dad, but there were other things that happened. There were times when I'd get glimpses of 
these things, little flashes of memory. I'd remember stuff from my real dad. It didn't make much sense, it 
never did. He left when | was two, my mom told me that. | remembered being two and he was there, and he 
took me with him. | hated him even then, even as a two year old. He was worse to my mom then my step-dad 
ever was. That's why | hated him, but he was awful to me, too. During that drive, after | beat the shit out of 
Erin, all the flashes and glimpses of shit that had never made sense came together. He took me, he kidnapped 
me and brought me somewhere and he, he..there weren't words for it in my own head. Maybe because | didn't 
have the words for it then. There was this searing pain because he had done something to me, something that 
felt wrong and violated me somehow, and the pain was all inside of me and | couldn't understand how something 
could hurt like that. | couldn't understand what he was doing and | thought that whatever it was might kill me. 
It hurt so bad that | thought | was going to die. 


| pulled the car over to the side of the road and started crying, sobbing, | couldn't stop. It went all through 
me, this deep terror and sadness and anger that had been inside of me since that day my real father 
kidnapped me and hurt me. My whole body shook with the sobs and they wouldn't stop. | didn't know what he 
did then, | didn't have any words for it then, but | did now. He raped me. 


